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Author's Notes: 
This story is set when Emppu was still in Altaria. 


| try to sneak in unnoticed, to no avail. Some of the people recognise me, and | end up talking to them, signing 
autographs. Its okay, its part of the business. Not to mention how much nicer some of these people are 
compared to a few big timers that | could mention Still, thats not why l'm here tonight. | came to see Emppu 
play with Altaria. I've seen him on stage with us of course, but it's not quite the same. | always have to 


concentrate more on what l'm doing than what he is. But | have been watching. How could | not? 


| love the world of fantasy, and he's like straight out of any book. One of the good characters. A beautiful 
creature, although I'm not so sure he'd appreciate it if | called him that. | tell him he's my beauty, but he gets 
angry when | tell him I'm his beast. | know I'm a bit obsessed with this ‘beauty and the beast'-thing, but its 
how it's always felt for me. | think Emppu should realise that he and | do look a bit odd beside each other, me 
tall with dark hair, he short, extremely short standing next to me, with blond hair. It doesn't feel odd at all 


when | hold him though, or when he puts his arm around my back. Or before we go to sleep, when he strokes 


my hair and tells me l'm beautiful. | guess | could get used to being a beauty. For him, I'll try. 


I've found a place where | can stand somewhat alone and not be bothered. | don't want people to notice me, | 
want them to look at him, see how brilliant he is. The small club is dark now, just a few signs telling people 
where to run if there's a fire are on. The band is coming on stage, and the audience makes the expected noise. 
| don't care all that much for the music, but that's not what | came for anyway. My Emppu is on stage, and 
he will be all | see for the next hour. | can't stop watching him. 


| find my way backstage before the lights come on again. | don't want to sign more autographs tonight, and | 
only want to talk to him. 


"Hi, Tuomas. | didn't know you were coming." 


| turn around. "Hi, Jouni," | say. "You were good tonight" It's not a lie; they were good, | just don't like the songs 
much. | feel a hand on my back, stroking me so quickly | would barely have noticed if | hadn't known that touch. 


We're still careful in public. 


"Hi." Soft voice, only for me. Gentle eyes, only for me too. | wonder if the tenderness | feel for Emppu is 


reflected in my eyes. It should be, I've never cared this much. 


"Hi," | say, briefly touching his arm. Then | decide that a quick touch is not enough and | hug him. Quickly, to 
anyone else just a "good show, dude"-hug. Emppu is anything but a dude, though. Because of Emppu | feel that 
living is so much wiser than dying. Could an ordinary dude have made me feel that way? | doubt it. And he's so 
small, | have to stay here and protect him if nothing else. "You were brilliant,” | say, Standing close enough to 
him that | can feel his warmth. He smiles, moving toward me as if he wants me to hold him. Then he 


remembers. Yes, we're careful, but it's hard. 


He looks away for a moment. He's still a bit shy about what's happening between the two of us. So am |, but | 
find it difficult not to look at him when he's around. "So. . "| say. What | want to tell him will have to wait until 


we're alone. 


He nods, looking around. | do too. No one's watching us really, but this is not the moment for any declaration of 
love either of us might feel like uttering. All things have their time. That goes for him and me as well. We had 
no idea - or so we thought - but when we realised, we were not surprised. It's not how | thought love worked. 
| didn't know love could feel this good. "I'll just go have a shower," he says. | look at him. His hair is sweaty and 
messy, and | know he'll wash it. God forbid his hair would not be washed at least once a day. | smile at him, 


feeling that tenderness again. "I'll wait here," | say. 


Its too noisy around us. | can barely talk to Emppu or anyone else. The others are shouting at each other, but 
| don't feel like shouting so | stay silent. So does Emppu, but he laughs at the others’ jokes. He's much better 
than | am at making an effort. | lean closer to him and ask him if he wants another beer. He nods, and | go to 
the bar and order two more. When I've just paid the bartender, a woman touches my arm and smiles at me. | 
know that look, | don't want it. | don't want her. If she wants an autograph, I'll give her one. Apart from that, I'll 
give her nothing. | reach for the two glasses of beer and try to leave. She touches my arm again. | give her 
what | think is a questioning look. Either she can tell me what she wants, or she can leave me alone. I'm not in 


the mood for stupidity. She keeps looking at me that way, and | just go. 


When | come back to the table, Emppu is giving me a weird look. Did something happen while | was gone? He 
looks toward the bar, the woman, and | understand. | move closer to him, casually putting my arm on the back 
of his chair. He need not worry. I'm so in love with him it hurts, but not in the bad way love used to hurt for 
me. | will make him understand. | begin playing with his hair, | can't not touch it. | move even closer to him. 
"You okay, baby?" | ask him, silently enough that only he hears, | hope. He nods, putting his hand on his leg. 
We're sitting so close that his hand almost ends up on my leg. | think he meant to do that. | look up at Tony, 
and see that he is giving me and Emppu an odd look. Not mean, just odd. Its only a matter of time before 


people realise. | don't think | care. 


The End 


